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«J.o  suffer  woes  which  Hope  thinks  infinite; 
To  forgive  wrongs  darker  than  death  or  night; 

To  defy  Power,  which  seems  omnipotent; 
To  love  and  bear;  to  hope  till  Hope  creates 
From  its  own  wreck  the  thing  it  contemplates, 

Neither  to  change,  nor  falter,  nor  repent; 
This  like  thy  glory  Titan  is  to  be 
Good,  great  and  joyous,  beautiful  and  free, 

This  is  alone  Life,  Joy,  Empire  and  Victory!* 

SHELLEY,  the  end  of  Prometheus. 


« 1  he  imagination  of  a  boy  is  healthy,  and  the 
mature  imagination  of  a  man  is  healthy;  but 
there  is  a  space  of  life  between,  in  which  the 
soul  is  in  a  ferment,  the  character  undecided, 
the  way  of  life  uncertain,  the  ambition  thick* 
sighted:  thence  proceeds  mawkishness  and  all 
those  thousand  bitters  which  those  men  I  speak 
of  must  necessarily  taste  in  going  over  the  folio* 
wing  pages.*  K£ATS  Preface  to  Endymion 
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I.  INVOCATION 

THE  POET  TO  His  MUSE 

O  I  have  Thought  more  burning  than  the  sun, 
Thought  that  is  steeped  and  poison'd  in  desire, 
Thought  that  at  dawn  arises  but  to  run 
Swifter  than  light,  passionate  as  the  lyre. 
Thought  is  most  brilliant,  but  till  Action,  Thought 
Is  hungry,  restless,  fiery,  self  despising, 
Like  to  a  lover,  mad  with  love,  distraught, 
Seeking  in  vain  the  jewel  of  his  prizing. 

Let  me  have  skill,  o  Beauty,  give  me  skill, 

That  I  may  limn  with  action,  swift,  and  rare, 

The  deepest  secrets  of  my  deepest  will, 

And  prove  the  world  more  lovely  and  more  fair; 

Grant  this  me,  Beauty,  that  before  I  die, 

My  spirit  may  express  its  energy. 

BEDALES.  May  19th  1920. 
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II.  THE   SECOND   COMING 
For  D.  R.  G. 

«Earth's  wheels  run  oiled  with  blood  —  forget  we  that!»* 

Let  not  our  minds  be  tricked  away  from  thought; 

Even  now  the  darker  steed  of  our  desires 

Tramples  the  Chariot  downward,  though  our  ears 

Tingle  for  shame  and  our  heart's  Greater  Love 

Yearns  for  a  world  where  Truth  and  Goodness  live. 

Cruelty  and  greed  and  most  prolific  waste, 

Churn  up  the  mud  into  our  leaderless  West. 

Yet  the  stars'  fingers  point  toward  its  face, 

Prophetic  that  this  seeming  fated  farce 

Of  streaming  change  that  to  the  strong  winds  yields 

—  Meaning  by  them  the  powers  of  Iron  and  Gold  — 

Is  but  the  transient  drab  integument 

That  seals  our  dormant  flower's  development. 

Even  now  the  very  air  is  charged  with  hope, 

Though  disappointment,  danger  and  mishap 

Incarnate  bogeys  to  the  impressionable  world, 

And  every  honest  venture  that  is  willed, 

By  «too»  courageous  thought  is  most  maligned 

And  jeered  as  «Hell»  to  each  imperilled  land. 

If  but  the  piteous  fools  whom  Power  or  Chance 

Has  lifted  to  apparent  omnipotence, 

*  The  first  line  of  Wilfred  Owen's  immortal  poem  «Strange  Meeting* 
(second  version). 
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Whose  nobler  natures  are  forgot  in  ease, 

And  hearts  once  warm  to  love,  grown  cold  as  ice, 

Would  raise  their  heads  into  the  eternal  deeps 

And  learn  that  all  their  pride*infected  dupes 

Are  inane  liars,  mere  leaves  before  the  wind 

Of  that  which  is  Time's  greater  master  Mind; 

That  neither  hate  can  hate,  nor  war  can  war, 

Nor  force  brute  force,  their  selfsame  prototypes  wear 

To  quick  destruction  in  swift  searing  strife; 

That  these  crude  methods  are  of  blighted  stuff, 

Contaminating  all  they  touch.  Disease 

Creeps  o'er  our  World  and  channels  of  disuse 

Are  once  more  functioning  in  foul  rebirth, 

Until  the  radiance  of  a  purer  breath 

Dart  o'er  the  spheres  and  fold  its  soothing  wings 

Over  mankind  and  its  sore  torturing  wrongs. 

The  cry  goes  up  «How  long,  O  Lord,  how  long?» 

We  who  have  power  and  yet  are  underlings, 

Desecrating  what  we  worship,  making  blind 

Our  eyes  to  what  we  know,  for  so  do  blend 

Wisdom  and  Error,  Truth  and  Deceit,  Love  Lust 

Clasping  each  other,  as  the  passions  list; 

We  wait  and  cry,  «how  long,  O  Lord,  how  long?» 

And  point  to  ancient  prophecies  and  fling 

Our  present  duty  on  some  saviour  hope; 

The  while  the  chariot  runs  and  minutes  heap 

Cowardice,  Prudence  and  Hypocrisy 

Upon  the  mounting  past. 

Aye  leaderless 

Are  we,  though  in  each  heart  recumbent  lies 
The  happy  Warrior,  at  whose  wakened  eyes 
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The  sun  will  shed  gold  strength  and  fill  the  skies 

With  hymns  of  battles  and  majestic  shout, 

Thorough  whose  limbs  the  agile  fire  will  run 

With  leaping  strength,  nor  shall  be  thenceforth  shut 

The  myriad  portals  of  the  sovereign  self; 

But  potent  love  shall  dight  his  loosened  limbs, 

And  healing  song  and  lofty  dithyrambs 

Shall  ride  on  every  phrase  of  vulgar  speech 

That  quits  his  lips  and  quickly  shall  dispatch 

Their  magic  to  the  world.  See  there  he  lies 

Within  the  self,  within  THYSELF  no  less 

Than  he  did  sleep  within  the  shepherd  boy 

Shri  Krishna,  who  years,  years  ago,  did  buy 

His  brightness  back  from  the  darkling  of  his  soul, 

One  morning  when  he  saw  the  hawthorn  smile 

Upon  the  spring's  sweet  face,  and  to  the  world 

Did  echo  that  he  saw  there  on  the  weald; 

And  gathered  voice  with  each  rebutting  wave 

Of  musical  sound,  until  the  legends  wove, 

That  all  the  East  came  pilgrim  to  his  feet 

To  see  his  smile  and  receive  its  benefit; 

Or  when  Lord  Buddha  from  his  bride's  soft  breast 

Fled  in  the  darksome  night  and  drove  the  beast 

Out  of  his  being  with  continence  and  grace; 

Or  later  when  in  dear  great  glorious  Greece 

There  walked  a  Man,  who  knew  not  what  pride  was, 

Socrates  the  most  humble  and  most  wise 

Of  Athens'  thinkers,  who  in  passion  for  truth, 

Drank  hemlock's  woe  and  won  a  votive  wreath 

From  mightier  ages  following;  or  when, 

Mirror  of  Love  came  to  Jerusalem, 
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A  fearless  Rebel,  whose  immortal  Poem 
Became  a  twisted  satire,  when  rude  Rome 
Decked  it  in  stone  and  incense  and  foul  wine, 
And  selfedeluding  seekers  went  and  won 
The  allegiance  of  the  West;  until  one  day 
An  old  old  Man  with  hairs  grown  hoary  gray, 
Suffered  a  carnal  blindness  for  deep  truth, 
And  Science  sprung  and  now  adventureth 
Over  new  mystic  seas,  isles,  continents, 
Stars,  planets  and  the  Wilderness  of  Life, 
Seen  and  Unseen,  incomprehensible  Love. 

Aye  leaderless  we  cry  «how  long,  O  Lord?» 

And  yet  by  every  minute  are  we  led 

To  toil  and  worry,  fear  and  slavery; 

Yet  it  is  written  that  Man  shall  be  free, 

When  he  shall  rightly  apprehend  the  True, 

And  from  the  twigs  and  arms  of  Life's  old  Tree 

Shall  shake  the  ivy,  fungus  and  foul  growth, 

And  become  master  of  Promethean  Time, 

Last  of  deceits  and  bugbears,  and  shall  tame 

The  rhythms  and  bring  Beauty  to  her  throne, 

As  in  the  past,  fugues  have  been  wrung  from  croaks, 

Swiftness  from  slowth  and  wings  from  the  green  pond, 

And  Man  from  bestial  ape,  so  shall  descend 

From  THIS  the  cringing  and  small  hearted  soul, 

The  full  unstinted  majesty  of  God. 

And  every  trembling  electron  shall  be  glad 

In  its  harmonious  unity  with  the  whole. 

«Lamp  of  the  World,  great  Light,  how  long,  how  long?» 

Pours  from  each  tired  exasperated  lung: 
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The  Great  Ones  hear,  they  who  have  run  the  race, 
And  from  the  Infinite,  fan,  create  and  rouse 
The  patient  hearts  of  men  and  whisper  «Now!» 

BELLAGIO.  March  28th  and  29th  1921. 
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III.  SEVEN    IDYLLS 

1.  DEJECTION  IN  SPRING 
For  CAMILLA  COVENTRY 

The  Spring,  the  Spring  throbs  in  the  Earth 
And  bursts  with  gladness  through  the  grass 
And  crowns  each  hour  with  Daedal  birth, 
That  human  skill  fails  to  surpass : 

The  frailest  blossoms  dight  the  trees 
And  blush  against  the  faint  blue  sky, 
And  myriad  sprightly  primroses 
Peep  up  to  greet  the  traveller's  eye; 

And  every  twig  with  bursting  bud 
And  leafy  spray  and  tenderest  shoot, 
Insists  that  life  is  only  glad 
And  sings  «Joy,  joy,  all  else  be  mute!»; 

The  wanderer  hails  the  rising  sun 

And  shakes  off  dullness  and  mad  trance, 

As  swift  its  aureol'd  angels  run 

To  wake  each  living  thing  with  dance, 

And  bid  them  sing  the  Spring's  sweet  song, 
—  And  morning  is  the  song  of  Spring  — 
And  bid  each  flower  be  bright  and  strong 
And  every  bird  be  fleet  of  wing, 
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And  every  limb  be  straight  and  clean, 
And  every  bloodstream  flow  most  pure, 
And  every  face  be  glad  of  mien, 
And  every  hand  controlled  and  sure. 

I  hear  thy  message,  Spring  of  life, 
And  feel  within  my  being  stir, 
That  growth  is  power  in  peace  not  strife 
And  I  a  restless  wanderer: 

Feel  I  thy  tremble's  music  too 
And  yet  my  heart  rejects  its  peace, 
And  looking  in  thine  azure  blue, 
Forgets  its  near  at  hand  release. 

Do  oaks  befret  their  leafless  Lent? 
Do  pines  bemoan  their  slow  increase? 
Do  violets  weep  their  transient  scent? 
Am  I  a  fool  that  naught  can  please? 

No,  no,  turn,  turn,  forget,  forget, 
The  gloom  and  disillusionment 
Of  disappointment's  anguish  sweat 
And  break  thy  truth's  integument, 

Flower  again  my  dauntless  heart 
And  shed  a  perfumed  radiance  round, 
And  let  Spring's  magic  leap  and  dart 
Within  thyself  and  heal  each  wound! 

BELLAGIO.  March  15th,  16th  1921. 
26 


2.  THE  Kiss 
For  JEAN 

This  is  a  day  for  winning  life,  and  not 

For  sweating  still  in  doors  at  sticky  books 
And  stickier  pen.  Now  blooms  the  bergamot 

And  cherry  tree,  and  walnut  to  delight 
The  soul  of  man,  sweet  violets  and  flowers 

Of  all  varying  natures:  daffodils 
That  nod  their  heads  imperial,  the  hours 

To  fill  with  golden  music:  primroses 
Young  hands  to  tempt  to  gather  and  possess 

And  fade  away,  stuck  in  some  foreign  plot. 
Cometh  new  life  to  enervate  and  bless 

Each  waking  thought  until  the  blood  within 
Quivers  each  muscle,  throbbing  on  the  bone, 

Soul  tempering  body  to  new  strength. 
Such  was  to#day,  I  rode  away  alone 

Over  the  hills  and  far  this  afternoon, 
My  horse  and  I,  thrilling  at  every  stride 

Of  pulsing  life,  in  league  with  all  the  joy 
Vibrating  round  about  far  in  the  wide 

Blue  vault  of  boundless  ether.  As  we  sped 
My  searching  sight  soared  pathless  till  it  seemed 

As  if  the  sky  engulfed  me,  I  the  sky. 
Then  I  bethought  of  you,  as  one  who  dreamed, 

And  flung  you  a  kiss  to  the  south  and  bade  it  fly 

Across  the  hills,  across  the  hills  to  you. 

BEDALES.  March  22nd  1921. 
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3.  ELYSIUM 

Would  I  could  go  to  some  far  mountain  glen, 

Hid  in  the  bosom  of  a  virgin  land, 
Unravished  by  the  hateful  lust  of  men, 
Would  I  could  go. 

There  I  should  have  some  peace,  for  there  no  hand 

Lifts  to  defile  or  change,  beyond  the  ken 
Of  Love's  embrace  and  Beauty's  flowery  band. 

There  would  I  live  and  commune  with  the  moon 

And  stars  o'er  strewn  the  heavens  like  the  sand 
Upon  the  ocean's  shore,  and  at  each  noon, 

Tune  a  sweet  song  to  the  rich  hum  of  bees 

And  sport  and  swim  in  the  cool  mountain  pools 
And  dance  and  laugh  and  sigh  with  the  forest  breeze; 

And  in  the  camp#fire's  glow  and  in  the  wind 
Would  I  seek,  wisdom,  strength  and  power  of  mind 
Inconquerable,  and  pity  for  mankind. 

LONDON.  January  13th  1920 

4.  SONG  IN  THE  RAIN 

Mourn  not,  ye  trees,  O  mourn  not  for  the  sun, 

Whose  lustrous  light  consumes  with  splendidness 

This  spinning  planet  which  he  shines  upon: 

Mourn  not,  ye  beeches,  clad  in  summery  dress 
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Of  coolest  green  translucent;  praise,  bless,  bless 

The  ashen  heavens  for  their  benizon, 

Ye  whose  grey  limbs  stretch  up  their  loveliness 
And  curve  in  leafy  arches  where  I  run 

And  sing  I  am  your  brother,  for  all  life  is  One. 

Sigh  not,  ye  lovers,  for  the  full  lit  moon 

That  bathes  the  landscape  in  chlorotic  light, 
And  hangs  aloft  the  heavens,  ancient  boon 

To  charm  away  the  terrors  of  the  night. 

Sigh  not,  forget,  put  love's  distress  to  flight; 
Put  by  the  moon,  put  by  the  cheerful  sun, 

Put  by  self's  sake  and  speed  across  the  height 
Into  the  drizzling  rain  through  which  I  run 
And  sing  I  am  your  brother,  since  all  life  is  One. 

Drizzle,  old  rain,  dear  old  familiar  rain, 

At  whom  men  sulk,  and  fling  dull  obloquy; 

Scatter  your  largesse,  clouds,  across  the  plain 
Shower  abroad  your  wealth's  eternity. 
Familiar  rain  of  England's  grit  grey  sky, 

How  many  a  morning  have  I  waked  to  hear, 
Pitting  against  tent's  canvas  steadily, 
Your  ancient  music,  while  the  pastures  drear 

Do  praise  you  in  their  stillness,  as  you  drift  and  veer. 

Sing  out,  ye  skylarks,  songsters  of  the  rain, 

When  every  other  bird  has  hushed  his  note, 

You  rend  the  moist  air  in  ecstatic  pain, 

And  soaring  from  the  clover,  clear  your  throat 
With  piteous  music;  while  some  hunter  stoat 
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Scurrying  along  the  hedgerow  by  the  hill, 

Shines  small  and  vitreous  eyes  to  cruelly  gloat 
Upon  his  newfound  prey  and  then  to  kill! 

Look  not  my  eyes!  Forget!  I  am  your  brother  still. 

Here  where  the  rain  falls  silvering  the  turf, 
The  Roman  long  ago  his  legions  led 

Up  the  cool  downland  with  the  Channel  surf 

Still  drying  salty  on  their  greaves;  here  bled 
Briton  and  Saxon;  here  their  slaughtered  dead 

Have  lain  two  thousand  years  beneath  the  sward. 
While  bones  lie  dusty  in  their  chalky  bed, 
Their  spirits  did  they  perish  by  the  sword, 

Or  roam  they  warriors  still,  within  new  bodies  stored? 

Who  knows?  But  ye  that  kiss  my  naked  limbs 

Grasses  and  vetch,  wild  thyme  and  meadowsweet, 

And  yon  old  greybeard  clematis  who  dims 
The  honeysuckle  dangling  to  my  feet; 
Ye  wooded  hills,  O  listen  to  the  beat 

Of  the  sweet  summer  rain,  O  list  great  mother, 

Whose  breasts  are  the  dun  downs  and  rivers  fleet 
Her  tresses'  flood;  know  Itchen,  Test  and  Rother, 

I  run  because  I  must,  for  the  drizzling  rain's  my  brother. 

SOUTH  DOWNS.  July  1920. 
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5.  CONCARNEAU 

Evening  slipping  homeward  with  the  fishing  fleet, 

Gliding  full*breasted  through  the  tranquil  dusk, 
Evening  like  Mercury  with  winged  feet 
Stealing  down  with  noiseless  footfalls : 

Here  no  musk 

Perfumes  the  breeze,  but  with  the  ebbing  tide 
Reasty  and  rancid,  refuse  from  the  catch 
Piquantly  offends  the  senses.  By  my  side 
Sits  an  old  Breton,  whose  aged  pupils  watch 
The  salmon  sails  return  and  anchor  mast 
To  mast  against  the  walls  of  the  old  town, 
Grim  on  its  island  home,  free  from  the  blast 
Of  wintry  seas  and  hostile  armies'  frown. 

Across  the  water's  quiet,  presage  creeps 
Into  my  tired  feet,  as  up  the  flagged 
Grey  sunken  steps,  I  tread  the  murky  gloom, 
Whence  golden  threaded  candle*fire  peeps 
From  the  old  house  whose  hoary  walls  quaint  sagged, 
Are  bouged  in  the  evening  of  their  doom. 
Some  Mediaeval  craftsman  squared  their  scarp 
And  singled  with  brave  oak  the  lintel  stones, 
But  now  the  wrinkled  smile  of  time  does  warp 
Their  symmetry  and  wrest  their  oaken  bones. 

Candlelights'  gleam  and  voices  of  strange  men 
Back  for  the  night  sipping  their  metheglin 
Distilled  from  flower  of  hispid  cyclamen : 
Buvettes  and  cider,  wine  and  merry  din. 
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Opposite  with  candles  high  and  tapering 

Lies  stretched  a  corpse,  the  ancient  boatswain's  child, 

Dead  with  the  fever,  so  they  tell  me,  killed 

By  cruel  death  after  the  harvesting. 

They  fill  their  glasses  and  begin  to  sing 

Some  old,  old  chanson  by  a  Breton  bard 

Full  of  quaint  melody.  Across  the  street 

A  mother  prays  before  her  daughter's  shard, 

And  wander  I  musing  things  strange  and  sweet. 

My  heart  leaps  up  for  in  the  Erebus, 

I  can  see  torches,  glittering  and  bright 
Adown  the  narrow  Mediaeval  way, 
And  trumpets  silver  trumpets  rend  the  air 
And  all  the  world  is  shaken  with  romance! 
Torches  and  colored  lanterns  swinging  gay 
And  the  glad  tramp  of  feet,  young  debonair! 
Trumpets  and  running  athletes  and  the  dance 
These  are  the  things  that  stir  the  very  soul. 
The  martial  music  and  the  carnival 
Fade  in  night's  distance  and  in  the  whole 
Ecstasy  of  my  body,  leaning  'gainst  the  wall 
I  gaze  up  from  my  umbra  to  the  sky. 
Peeping  atween  the  wry  shaped  panopy 
Of  leaning  tavern  roofs  a  silver  ray 
Steals  down  the  darkness,  deathlike,  silent,  cool. 
Above  the  harvest  moon,  sails  magic,  beautiful. 

• 
BEDALES.  November  1920. 
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6.  AUTUMNAL 

In  the  first  flush  of  love's  hot  spring  she  came, 
Girdled  with  daffodils  and  woodland  song 

And  in  her  hand  a  flower  whose  calyx  flame 
Lighted  her  beauty  as  she  danced  along. 

Then  Father  Heaven  smiled  sweet  on  Mother  Earth, 
The  dazzling  sun  straight  wooed  the  maiden  soil, 
And  she  unto  her  suppliant  coolth  embraced 
His  fiery  love  and  round  her  emerald  girth 

Twining  his  golden  arms  in  wedlock  spoil 

Undid  her  winterhood,  th'  impassionate  chaste. 

And  he  in  his  perennial  passion  freed, 

Rained  forth  his  manhood  in  Earth's  hungry  womb, 
The  dew  at  morning  sprouting  forth  the  seed 

To  verdant  splendour  and  to  wondrous  bloom, 
Till  harvest  paeans  proclaimed  Earth's  carnival 
And  vintage  splashed  the  ocean  walls  withal. 

Each  lovely  limb  a  cool  refreshing  river, 

With  autumn  tresses  glittering  in  their  flood 
With  cheeks  as  cider  apples  russet#red, 
And  temples  garlanded 
With  poppy  flowers  red  as  reddest  blood, 
And  ripen'd  breasts,  she  stands  the  all#bounteous  giver. 

Down  by  the  threshingsfloors  the  winnowing  wind 
Scatters  the  husks  and  leaves  the  aureate  grain, 
Lovely  to  handle  firm  and  smooth  and  round. 
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At  sunset  on  the  ground, 
Each  maiden  dances  with  her  sunburnt  swain, 
The  breeze  smells  sweetly  and  the  sea  is  kind. 

BRITTANY.  August  1920. 


7.  THE  MORRIS 

Here  is  a  loveliness  whose  feel,  sight,  sound, 

Disturb  the  sense  of  transience;  birth,  life,  death, 
To  which  —  men  reason  —  we  are  cruelly  bound, 

Contract  to  incidents  at  its  deep  breath. 
Comes  with  the  thrill  of  beauty  so  intense, 

Sad  though  in  sweetness,  sobbing  through  the  blood, 
A  rebirth  of  remote  experience, 

Dim  recognition,  hunger  and  yet  food. 
Cleanse  us,  O  spirit,  England's  heartbeat  throbbing! 

We  who  in  exaltation,  loose  the  zone 
That  binds  our  freedom;  here  where  joy  is  sobbing 

A  hymn  of  perfect  pity,  we  alone 
Relearn  the  pure  religion  of  the  dance, 

The  prayer  of  perfect  movement  which  imparts 
No  starry  personal  skill,  but  doth  enhance 

Escape  from  self  in  outmost  joyous  hearts. 
Here  while  our  beings  sing  the  «Shepherd's  Hey» 

Nought  but  the  thought  that  forty#five  years  hence, 
Hearts  will  beat  slower  and  limbs  disobey 

Sullies  the  pathos  of  life  so  intense! 

LONDON.  January  1921. 
34 


IV.  SPENSERIAN  STANZAS 
DECEMBER  1920 

Now  groans  our  Earth  beneath  the  chariot  wheels 
Of  time  dragged  back  by  hate's  conspiracy, 
And  man  foul  drunk  with  brutal  lust  now  reels 
And  in  more  lust  dregs  out  his  agony : 
While  million  homes  in  piteous  misery, 
By  him  who  comes  unpitying  to  the  gate, 
Death  saviour  son  of  hunger's  cruelty 
By  day  as  night  still  loots  the  empty  grate, 
The  while  the  world  Promethean,  looks  on  and  curses  Fate. 

Where  are  the  hearts  of  men?  Aye  where  are  they, 
The  courage  and  the  wisdom  and  the  power 
Of  those  whose  deeds  are  stronger  than  what  they  say? 
Have  we  no  Christ,  no  leader  at  this  hour? 
Love  prey  to  aged  incompetence  doth  cower 
Before  a  prudent  will,  hesitating  blind, 
Dreading  the  leap.  And  yet  we  have  a  tower 
Of  strength  indestructible  that  what'er  we  bind 
Our  heartstrings'  of  faith  unto,  undying  life  shall  find. 

Yet  men  do  love  and  in  our  darkness  burns 
A  smouldering  furnace  of  faith,  whose  kindly  glow 
Thaws  our  cold  frost  of  fear;  but  it  returns 
With  morning's  disillusionment,  we  go 

35 


Wasting  our  years,  where  winds  of  fashion  blow 
Along  life's  arid  desert,  listing,  playing 
With  its  shifty  sands,  until  our  winter's  snow 
Calls  us  once  more  to  the  fires  of  our  praying 
Too  late,  and  we  must  go,  ere  we  would  yet  be  staying. 

Whence  do  we  come  along  the  misty  ages 
In  myriad  forms  grotesque,  till  death  deprives 
Our  marvel  of  us?  Exhaustless  are  the  pages 
Unwritten  of  our  sepulchered  archives. 
Some  women  give  their  bodies,  and  their  lives 
To  mortal  service,  suffering  immortal  pain, 
And  men  forget  their  mothers  and  their  wives 
And  tiring  fall  to  lusting  after  gain, 
Till  they  shiver,  snap  and  crumble  before  the  winds  and  rain. 

What  is  this  self,  this  colony  of  cells, 
This  thing  of  deathless  fire,  this  stubborn  earth, 
This  thing  which  lusts  in  heavens,  and  loves  in  hells, 
This  thing  which  ripes  and  rotting  seeks  rebirth 
And  shrinks  from  death  yet  compasses  with  mirth? 
What  is  this  gem,  before  whose  wonder  pales 
The  jewellery  on  the  ocean's  brim,  whose  worth 
Is  never  constant,  wild  desire  that  scales 
The  maddest  loftiest  summits  to  fail  but  never  fails? 

What  is  this  self  proud  crude  and  arrogant, 
That  treads  his  fellows  as  cattle  do  the  grasses, 
This  self  that  disdains  knowledge  but  doth  pant 
For  understanding  that  all  else  surpasses? 
There  in  the  heavens  where  the  blue  cloud  masses, 
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In  the  clean  passion  of  the  camp  fire  leaping, 
In  the  face  of  a  lover  where  strange  beauty  passes, 
In  the  wild  wonder  of  stars  westward  sweeping 
Man  marches  out  to  sow  and  comes  home  with  his  reaping. 

Let  me  have  Courage,  for  the  strong  have  power, 
The  beautiful  their  loveliness,  their  grace, 
The  swift  their  sureness  and  the  proud  their  hour 
Of  conquest;  give  me  courage,  let  me  face 
Eternity  and  run  a  perfect  race. 
Let  me  have  courage  and  with  that  I'll  smite 
The  paltry  cowardliness  in  every  place 
Of  my  dominion  and  with  healing  light 
Soothe  hungry  hearts  of  men  and  glory  in  the  fight! 

BEDALES.  December  1920. 
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V.  SONNETS  TO  . 


1. 

Many  a  morning  have  I  watched  you  tread 

The  ground  in  holy  fearless  freedom;  toss 
Impetuously  the  hair  that  on  your  head 

Waves  in  a  lovely  symmetry  across; 
You  that  are  like  some  northern  Saga's  queen, 

Proud  in  your  eyes,  and  warrior#like  your  lip, 
Here  in  your  beauty's  rhythm  is  there  seen 

A  swiftness  fleeter  than  limbs  can  outstrip. 

Thou  should'st  have  heroes  love  thee  beauteous  one, 
Knights  that  are  noble,  swift  and  conquering, 

Many  heart  may  parch  beneath  thy  sun, 

And  many  a  poet  'neath  thy  window  sing; 
But  I  a  restless  wanderer  seeking  peace, 
From  loving  you,  shall  never,  never  cease. 

BEDALES.  January  1920. 
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2. 

Over  the  mountains  I  have  roamed  with  thee, 

The  four  wide  winds  have  kissed  our  glowing  cheeks ; 
We've  breathed  the  scent  of  forests  and  the  sea, 

And  seen  the  sun  rise  o'er  far  mountain  peaks. 
And  these  my  dreams  were  filled  with  glorious  life, 

In  that  fair  world  we  fashion  at  our  will; 
I  champion'd  truth  and  conquered  o'er  the  strife, 

And  at  your  feet  I  layed  my  laurels  still. 

But  waking  from  the  realm  of  faery  thought, 

I  find  myself  this  weak  and  ugly  clay, 
Which  the  Great  Craftsman  for  my  spirit  wrought, 

An  instrument,  contorted  out  of  play. 

O  courage,  come  and  chase  these  demons  out, 

Who  bind  me  fast,  my  purposes  to  flout. 

BEDALES.  July  23rd  1919. 


3. 

With  sparkling  stars  as  torches  for  our  way, 

With  fragrance  of  the  night's  pure  air  to  kiss 
Our  cheeks,  and  inspiration  deep  to  pray 

For  nobleness,  all  purity  and  bliss 
Of  all  things  beautiful,  my  darling  Queen, 

I'll  walk  with  you  to=night  when  all's  asleep 
And  dusky  shadows  dim  the  woods  between 

The  banks  where  thyme  grows  wild  and  moonlit  Steep. 
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Then  scorning  else  to  you  I'll  sing  my  love, 
The  hunger  that  assails  and  tortures  me 

Where  e'er  I  feel  thy  glorious  spirit  move 

And  Beauty  draws  my  spirit  quick  to  thee: 
Like  the  twin  stars  that  through  the  heavens  sail, 
Through  endless  lives  our  love  shall  never  fail. 

BEDALES.  July  1919. 


4. 

With  beating  heart,  and  trembling  pulse;  aflame 

With  wild  excitement  and  strange  binding  Fears, 
I  met  my  beauteous  one,  still  just  the  same 

As  in  my  dream ;  but  I  ...  my  soul  bled  tears 
Of  anguish  for  my  coward  trembling  heart. 

I  blurted  out  my  love,  unlovely,  quick; 
So  quickly  was  it  done,  we  did  not  part, 

But  she  was  took  aback  and  I  so  sick . . . 

Thus  failure  and  despair;  was  this  the  truth? 
Did  she  divine  my  thoughts  divinely  then? 

She  woke  me  from  remorse  with  joyous  youth 
To  see  the  moon  enthroned  on  clouds.  At  ten 
We  parted,  hands  firm  gripped,  two  friends;  her  eyes 
Met  mine.  To  know  the  love  that  never  dies? 

LONDON.  September  1919. 
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5. 

Well  darling,  truth  will  out,  far  better  so; 

Thou  cleav'st  to  friendship,  I  to  love.  O  thou 
Hast  been  my  inspiration  through  all  woe, 

My  Spring,  my  Summer's  Queen,  to  whom  I  bow. 
Know,  thou  hast  been  a  fiery  dream  by  night, 

By  day  a  battle#cry  against  distress; 
Thy  image  in  a  flood  of  golden  light 

Oft  purged  my  darkness  of  its  mawkishness. 

God,  I  must  up  and  gird  me  once  again 

For  battle,  conquering  failure,  winning  skill, 

Striving  for  ever  for  control  o'er  pain, 

For  victory  of  the  soul,  triumphant  will, 
Till  safe  from  all  this  anguish  I'll  ne'er  rove 
But  rest  in  the  warm  bosom  of  my  love. 

BEDALES.  November  5th  1919. 


6. 

To*morrow  I  shall  see  you  once  again; 

Speak  to  you  perhaps  and  smiling  say: 
«How  splendid  'tis  too  see  youl»  Will  you  deign 
To  look  me  in  the  eyes  and  clasp  my  hand? 

I  wonder.  So  many  a  day 
Of  thirst  unquenched  and  cruelly  by  the  brand 

Of  hunger  scarred,  has  left  me  high  and  dry 

Upon  the  beach  of  your  ill  apathy. 
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From  when  the  cuckoo  soothes  the  wooded  hill 

And  swallows  bless  the  eaves, 
Through  the  insatiate  heat  and  hum  of  summer, 
Ripening  all  life  till  Autumn  can  distill 

From  all  her  garnered  sheaves 
A  sterling  essence,  on  till  Winters's  drummer 

Thrums  on  Aeolian  caverns  and  sets  free 

The  wintry  winds  to  spend  their  energy, 

Your  name  has  been  emblazoned  'cross  the  sky, 

Your  very  smell  dispersed 
Among  the  flowers,  and  your  deepest  light 
Flooding  my  vision  through  each  restless  night; 

But  yet  you  were  accursed 
With  piteous  pride,  unkindest  malady. 

My  self's  most  precious  essence  at  great  cost 

I  poured  into  your  flagon  to  be  lost. 

Love  cannot  spend  more  gold  than  it  possesses 

No,  it  can  never  borrow, 
But  only  wait  and  slowly  by  redresses, 
By  many  acts  of  love  to  other  men 

Obliterate  all  sorrow 
And  store  the  cells  that  long  have  empty  lain. 

Love  can  but  starve  up  to  a  point,  and  then 

Must  starve  no  more,  nor  feel  love's  thirsty  pain. 

* 
To#morrow  I  shall  see  you  once  again. 

LONDON.  May  1920. 
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7. 

0  you  have  gone,  gone  right  from  out  my  heart, 

Gone  like  the  mist  that  choked  the  valley's  maw; 

Yes  I  have  done,  to  me  you  locked  the  door; 
The  drama's  ended;  I  have  played  my  part. 
Time  has  sold  out  my  love  upon  the  mart 

Of  your  investment;  it  no  interest  bore, 

No,  none  at  all,  though  every  groat  my  store 
Contained,  I  freely  gave  you  from  the  start. 
* 

1  must  forget  it  all '  —  the  diurn  pain, 

The  nightly  splendour  of  my  spirit's  dream, 
The  thirst,  the  hunger  and  the  chafing  fret 

Of  soul  and  body;  too,  the  wondrous  gleam 
Of  your  pure  beauty,  even  my  regret 
At  your  nonchalance,  turn  and  worship  men. 

BEDALES.  May  29th  1920. 


8. 

I  was  deluded,  when  I  wrote  those  lines 

In  threnody  of  love,  I  deemed  stone  dead; 
For  now  the  angel  of  my  love  reclines 

Triumphant  where  I  thought  it  buried. 
You  have  come  back  and  in  your  piteous  eyes, 

I  have  seen  tears  upwelling  in  true  pain, 
Saying  how  bitterly  yourself  despise, 

Softening  to  pity,  then  grow  proud  again. 
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You  have  come  back  and  in  your  heart's  distress, 
Love,  for  one  precious  minute,  as  you  cried, 

Stripped  you,  as  hand  met  hand,  in  hot  compress, 
Naked  of  every  ornament  of  pride. 
But  I  too  self#despising,  arrogant,  crude, 
Deserve  no  more  than  love's  ingratitude. 

BEDALES.  July  13th  1920. 


9. 

Forget,  forget  the  torturing  thought  of  you ; 

Call  back  love's  sea  that  flows  but  has  no  ebb, 
No  warming  sweet  return,  arippling  to 

The  heart's  most  thirsty  shore;  destroy  the  web 
Of  Love's  entanglement  and  thou,  O  soul, 

Bury  thy  passion  in  oblivion, 
And  weld  thyself  in  one  firm  stedfast  whole, 

Wasting  no  more  like  lorn  Endymion. 

Forget!  the  very  thought  accents  the  spate, 

And  speeds  the  hunger  cry  through  every  cell. 

In  emptiness  the  nerves  reciprocate 

And  mourn  for  power  lost  in  inner  hell. 

Knowing  the  energy  it  needs  must  lose, 

The  spirit  betwixt  life  and  love  need'st  choose. 

BEDALES.  June  24th  1920 
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10. 

Let  me  not  boast  you  are  more  beautiful, 

More  glorious  of  eye,  lip,  breast  and  skin 
Than  other  women  are!  Such  is  the  dull 

And  fleeting  fickle  faith  'pon  which  men  pin 
Delusive  hearts.  There  is  a  law  of  life 

That  sways  supreme  the  starry  universe, 
That  from  all  discord  through  perpetual  strife, 

Beauty  can  all  disharmony  disperse. 

Let  me  say  rather  that  in  thee  I  find 

A  loveliness  far  lovelier  than  flesh  is, 

A  diamond  from  the  Universal  Mind, 

Whose  silver  sparkling  is  love's  waking  kiss. 
Yet  can  I  wish  that  might  I  never  love, 
Seeing  how  drab,  unworthy  do  I  prove. 

BEDALES.  June  30th  1920. 


11. 

Draw  near  dear  love,  draw  near,  my  aching  heart 

Is  pierced  by  hunger's  cruel  rapier  thrust. 
The  icy  flood  that  holds  us  far  apart, 

Engage  and  valiant  plunge  across  I  must. 
For  when  I  come  to  speak,  I  am  from  thee 

Most  distant  and  selktraitor  do  I  prove, 
Self*odium  and  self*hypocrisy, 

No  wonder  you  are  cold,  why  should  you  love? 
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And  when  at  night  I  lie  a  suppliant 

For  symphony  with  the  eternal  Good, 

I  see  my  mind  a  frenzied  corybant, 

Throwing  and  tossing  my  thoughts  in  evil  mood, 

And  crying  piteously  for  your  tenderness 

To  soothe  with  laughter  and  with  love  to  bless. 

CHELTENHAM.  July  29th  1920. 


12. 

I  know  I  love,  I  know  my  spirit  burns 

Too  quick  its  precious  candle,  through  the  night. 
And  I  know  too  that  when  love,  hunger  turns, 

It  is  not  love  and  apes  but  love's  delight. 
Also  I  know  that  while  my  spirit  frets 

Away  its  pathos,  bootless  self#restraint 
Palsies  my  body  and  my  mind  forgets 

That  passion  cannot  fail,  but  love  can  faint. 

Forgets  through  bridling  circumstance  and  pain, 
That  spirit*love  alone  is  abstract,  cold, 

The  planted  seed  unmarried  to  the  rain, 

Not  warming  sunshine,  but  metallic  gold. 
Love's  calyx  blossom  only  flowers  bright, 
When  sunshine  love  and  passion  rain  unite. 

LONDON.  August  1920. 
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13. 

Now  that  our  Autumn's  courage  has  deprived 

Strange  fancy's  plant  long  nurtured  and  sore  loved 
Of  every  hectic  petal,  and  thus  shrived 

Of  shady  leaf's  pretence,  it  shrinks  reproved : 
And  nought  remains,  nor  fruit  nor  hopeful  seed 

Condoning  every  labour  of  our  earth, 
Nought  but  a  shrivell'd  hybrid,  wasted  weed, 

And  Nature  grim  sardonic  in  her  mirth. 

Now  that  all's  over  and  with  chill  surmise, 

We  glibly  each  to  each,  bare  heart  and  heart, 

We  whose  desires  never  fled  our  eyes, 

And  now  untouched,  unkissed  we  freely  part 

Scarce  any  sorrow,  scarcer  still  regret, 

Yet  something  whispers  'no  end  cometh  yet. 

BEDALES.  October  1920. 


14. 

Now  you  who  in  pride's  innocence  wert  proud, 

Must  humbly  weather  many  foreign  seas ; 
And  I  who  to  your  beauty  crudely  bowed, 

Must  pilot  through  unknown  Symplegades, 
And  after  months  and  years  of  wandering, 

Maybe  return  wind^scarred  and  wisdom*skilled, 
At  evening's  peace  by  candlelight  to  sing 

Beneath  your  cottage  window  sweetly  thrilled. 
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Yet  do  I  marvel  that  this  feverish  need, 

Which  made  love  starve  me  for  you,  was  in  truth, 

But  earth's  perennial  hunger  for  the  seed, 
The  wild  anacreontic  of  wild  youth, 
For  flesh  to  wed  with  flesh  and  soul  with  soul, 
In  dim  remembrance  of  a  primal  whole. 

BEDALES.  October  1920. 
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VI.  SONG 

For  BALFOUR  GARDINER 

Rejoice  my  heart  this  Easter  day, 
See  morning  wings  the  skies, 

Cast  all  thy  Lenten  ills  away 

And  straightway  now  arise 

Arise  1 

Arise  and  quickly  shed  thine  eyes 
Of  all  their  wintry  sorrow, 

Lest  the  joyful  sun  mock  where  it  lies, 
For  bright  is  this  Morrow: 

Arise  and  seize  thy  staff  in  hand 

And  see  where  flies  the  swallow, 

Obeying  straight  sweet  Spring's  command 
Arise  and  quickly  follow 

Follow! 

BELLAGIO.  March  27th  1921. 
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VII.  OCCASIONAL  SONNETS 

1.  SKILL 

In  confidence  and  peace  come  strength  and  light, 

Courage  with  faith,  and  toil  with  patient  will 
Can  steal,  through  failure  and  despairing  night, 

The  poise,  the  pinnacled  power  that  is  true  skill. 
Yet  we  that  have  looked  far  on  Beauty's  face 

And  with  lack-lustre  eyes  made  dedicate 
Our  being's  worship  to  her  healing  grace 

Are  tortured  by  the  want,  insatiate. 

Skill,  perfect  effort,  we  who  need'st  must  build 
Fair  temples  for  the  weal  of  other  men 

That  they  rejoicing  might  with  love  be  filled 
And  thirsting  drink  of  truth,  agen,  agen, 
We  know  through  blinding  pain  and  cruel  duress, 
Thou  art  the  staff  and  sandals  of  success. 

1919  (-21). 


2.  RETROSPECT 

Those  were  still  nights  of  sleep  and  quiet  breathing, 

Of  satisfaction  and  of  tired  limbs 
Layed  down  to  rest;  and  yet  our  hearts  were  wreathing 

Hopes  for  the  morrow  and  the  cup  that  brims 


53 


Over  with  buoyant  mirth  and  youthful  laughter; 

Sweet  dreams  that  mingle  with  the  river  scent. 
And  new  shock'd  wheat  and  smells  that  ever  after 
Sail  down  the  winds  of  memory  haply  blent. 

Those  were  bright  days  of  hope  and  brotherhood, 
Untrammelled  by  deep  thinking  and  dull  care 

Of  self  and  selfish  aim  and  selfish  good; 

Dark  questionings  and  fears  had  no  life  there. 
Then  England  was  my  love  and  all  the  rest, 
I  made  subservient  to  my  England's  quest. 

BEDALES.  October  1919. 


3.  MIND  AND  BODY 

Is  this  the  picture  of  the  complex  mind, 

The  kinema  of  every  wandering  thought 
That  sails  from  out  of  Nowhere  into  port 

Of  human  destinies;  and  leaves  behind 

A  cargo,  for  the  harbourmaster's  will 

To  welcome  or  refuse,  to  bless  or  blame, 

To  prize  as  treasure  trove,  or  burn  with  flame, 

—  For  he  alone  must  know  what's  good  or  ill?  - 

If  this  the  flesh  reflects  but  what  we  think, 

If  we  by  conscious  thought  can  mould  each  line 
O'erpowering  circumstance  and  ugliness, 
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Then  we  who  worship  Beauty  find  the  link 
That  joins  us  to  what  ever  we  design, 

And  thinking  Beauty,  Beauty  '11  be  our  dress. 

BEDALES.  October  17th  1919. 


4.  AUTUMN 

O  Autumn,  now  the  wooded  hills  display 

Their  golden  pomp,  after  the  harvest's  done: 
Each  leaf  with  magic  skill  the  artist  sun 

Tints  lavishly  too  soon  to  fade  away. 

Rich  scents  of  windfalls  and  the  new  ploughed  soil 

Float  on  the  breeze,  whispering  an  autumn  chord: 
«Sweet  Mother  Earth,  thy  fruits  are  safely  stored ; 

The  granaries  are  full,  rest  now  from  toil, 

The  winds  and  frosts,  the  sun  and  rains  shall  care 
And  husband  winterlong  thy  sacred  powers, 
Until  the  April  sun  and  April  showers, 

The  spring,  awakening  life,  the  rich  warm  air 

Shall  sprout  the  seed  and  o'er  the  county  fling 
A  ripening  mantle  for  new  harvesting.* 

BEDALES.  October  1919. 
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5.  «LOVE» 

What  is  this  fake  which  everyone  calls  Love? 

Not  that  gold  chord  that  draws  two  souls  together, 
Which  neither  Time  nor  Age  nor  Death  can  sever, 

Which  neither  earth  nor  ether  can  remove. 

Nor  is  it  that  which  cleaveth  but  to  dust, 
A  wild  perverting  lunacy  of  sex, 
An  uncontrolled  hunger  mine  which  wrecks 

Each  drifting  thought  of  Beauty,  red  hot  Lust. 

No  it  partakes  the  nature  of  disease 

Necessitous  to  catch,  sooner  the  better, 

Then  home  and  comfort  come,  and  too  the  keys 
That  unlock  marriage  failures ;  alle  wetter 
Unhappiness!  stagnation!  O  my  God, 
If  this  be  Love,  I  wish  I  were  a  sod. 

LONDON.  January  4th  1920. 


6. 

«Ah  but  a  man's  reach  should  exceed  his  grasp, 

Or  what's  a  heaven  for?»  —  Robert  Browning. 

«Andrea  del  Sarto.» 

A  heaven?  Man  has  had  ten  thousand  since 
The  sun  of  life  up4it  this  Cosmic  Day; 

Then  upstart  man  set  out  an  uncrowned  Prince 
To  seek  his  Holy  Grail  out  in  the  grey 
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Mystical  uncertainties  of  dim  future  years. 

The  ages  pass,  new  visions  glimmer  forth 
In  the  centennial  torches  of  new  seers, 

Then  flicker  out  again,  sapped  of  their  worth. 

Man's  highest  heaven  is  the  upward  stride 

The  joy  of  battling  for  some  new#found  truth, 

Things  once  achieved  belong  to  those  that  died, 

Achieving  them.  Up  then  and  forward,  youth! 
In  hottest  contest  and  in  burning  pain 
Lives  man's  salvation  and  man's  truest  gain. 

BEDALES.  February  23rd  1920. 


7.  ENGLISH  FOLK  DANCE 

Here  is  the  inmost  essence  of  our  life, 

The  life  of  England  underneath  the  whole 
Plethora  of  modernity  and  rife 

'Twixt  mind  and  body  that  corrodes  the  soul: 
Here  in  the  rhythmic  fullness  of  the  dance 

Sending  sweet  music  hymning  through  the  blood's 
Own  rhythm,  purging,  thrilling  to  enhance 

A  resurrection  of  primeval  gods. 

Primeval  gods  or  long  forgotten  thoughts, 
Whether  the  one  or  other  they  arise, 
And  coursing  swiftly  from  their  secret  ports, 
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Sail  on  the  waters  of  each  dancer's  eyes. 
Beauty  dynamic,  burning,  swift  and  free 
Sings  through  the  arms,  feet,  shoulders,  torse  and  knee. 

BEDALES.  May  31st  1920. 

8. 

When  in  despair,  I  lie  awake  at  night 

And  vex  my  tired  brain  with  argument, 
Considering  this  man's  need  and  that  man's  plight 

And  loose  the  fettered  thought  by  daylight  pent. 
I  sometimes  think  that  if  there  came  to*day 

Another  Christ,  another  Socrates, 
Men  who  to  them  a  slumbering  homage  pay, 

Would  be  their  first  and  bitterest  enemies. 

For  truth  encrusted  with  the  slime  of  years 

Loses  the  vital  fire  of  its  life; 
The  genius  of  its  being  it  self*sears 

When  in  acknowledgment  truth  ceases  strife. 

Right  is  not  right  when  it  forgets  its  growth, 

And  wrong  less  error  in  disgust  of  slowth. 

BEDALES.  June  1920. 

9. 

I  am  an  instrument  most  coarsely  stopped, 

Which  at  a  breath  will  utter  discords  harsh. 

Or  like  a  country  with  its  verdure  cropped 
By  violent  gunfire  am  a  writhen  marsh, 
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Wherein  the  armies  of  my  thoughts  engage 
In  dismal  chaos.  Futile  nympholept, 

Who  in  thine  artless  passions,  still  doth  wage 
A  wasteful  conflict,  Saturnalia  swept! 

Into  the  gloom,  whence  rides  the  saviour  light, 
Aureolin  crusader,  see  the  arrow  flies 

Gold  shafted  through  the  darkness,  homes  the  night 
Before  the  glories  that  arise,  arise 
Like  waking  heroes  clad  in  shimmering  gold, 
With  purpose  burning  one,  a  thousandfold. 

BEDALES#LONDON.  July  27th  -  August  7th  1920. 


10.  TERENCE  MACSWINEY* 

Defiantly  he  shattered  Earth's  life  shell, 

That  men  grown  callous  to  vile  miseries, 

Whom  logic's  brutish  bias  solaces, 
Might  know  that  for  the  Truth  men'll  mock  at  Hell: 
That  million  hearts  might  cry  and  their  lips  tell, 

Bloody  spilled  for  blood,  lust  hounding  lust,  how  these 

Are  man's  barbaric  stale  inanities 
And  Love  alone  can  storm  hate's  citadel. 

*  TERENCE  MACSWINEY,  Lord  Mayor  of  Cork  and  Officer  in  the  Irish 
Republican  Army,  died  after  a  hunger  strike  of  70  days  at  Brixton  Prison, 
October  1920. 
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He  lives  exultant,  he  is  to  our  dream 

Reality,  when  the  constellations  burn, 

His  thought  is  manifest  in  every  gleam : 

Calumny  and  torture  can  no  longer  spurn 
His  stainless  courage  and  our  poisoned  days 
Are  purified  by  the  splendour  of  his  praise. 

BEDALES.  October  1920. 


11. 

Here  where  the  craggy  mountains*  do  commune 
In  solitude  with  frost,  wind,  sun  and  snow, 
Untenanted  by  any  save  the  crow 

And  that  sparse  carrion  that  he  feeds  upon : 

Locked  in  cruel  combat  here  for  many  a  Moon 

Man  hunted  man,  as  stag*bucks  fight  for  doe 
Through  a  long  March  of  madness,  till  the  flow 

Of  blood  the  snows  did  melt  at  Death's  high  noon. 

Murdering  the  stillness,  discords  clashed  the  rocks 
With  frantic  gunfire:  down  the  swift  ravines, 

Boulder  chased  boulder,  till  the  alpine  brocks 

Fled  their  loved  woodlands,  thinned  by  war^machines. 

Now  is  there  holy  quiet  and  naught  shocks, 
Save  skeletons  and  desolate  ruins. 

CORTINA  D'AMPEZZO.  February  24th  1921. 

*  The  Dolomites,  lately  the  Italian  battle  front. 
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12. 

Tired  to  theeward  come  the  feet  that  err 

And  hands  full  fraught  with  failure,  eyes  with  shame, 

And  heavy  heart  and  conscience  full  of  blame, 
Homeward  to  thee  Mother  comes  thy  wanderer, 
In  whom  the  restless  roving  blood  did  stir 

To  seek  in  solitude  soul's  greater  fame 
And  beauty  stronger  and  far  tenderer 

Than  wealth  can  give  or  any  worldly  name. 

Theewards  I  come,  herwards  to  one  who  waits 

With  piteous  eyes  and  arms  full  of  strong  love, 

And  where  cruel  disappointment  dessicates 
The  Eden  of  my  mind  and  every  grove 

Of  pleasant  hope  is  withered,  there  emanates 

New  purpose  and  new  hope  to  make  dreams  of. 

BRUNECK.  April  1921. 
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VIII.  FERMENT 

I  am  grown  sick  and  weary  of  these  days 
Of  hopeless  striving;  the  pure  gold  I  seek, 
Is  too  deep  hid  in  dross ;  I  vainly  gaze, 
Too  tired  or  too  lazy,  at  this  maze 
Of  passing  fantasies,  week  after  week, 
Living  so  little  worthy  of  Love's  praise. 

Oft  mid  these  months  of  swinging  to  and  fro 
'Twixt  light  and  shade,  dark'd  by  the  devil  dream 
That  lingers  in  the  sunlight  splashes  so, 
Driving  out  hope  and  flooding  in  a  stream 
Of  demon  thoughts  that  tear  and  wrack  the  brain, 
Comes  the  sweet  throbbing  of  a  marching  song ; 
A  sudden  thrill,  routing  the  mawkish  pain 
Creeps  o'er  the  blood  and  roseate  visions  throng 
Out  of  a  far#off  world,  resplendent  deeds 
That  once  were  mine,  were  to  this  self  a  part 
Of  the  strange  stuff,  the  string  of  coloured  beads 
That  is  our  life.  Yes,  yes,  back  to  the  heart, 
The  joy,  the  adventure  and  the  swinging  step 
Over  the  Cotswold  Hills 

Come  rip 

Away  the  dingy  fabric ;  rise  and  fling 
Each  turgid  mood  away,  again  to  sense 
The  truer  world  of  God's  munificence, 
Purged  of  this  clay,  this  brain  this  mortal  thing. 

BEDALES.  February  20th  1920. 
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IX.    EXILE 

Let  me  now  bury  all  my  heaviness 
Within  the  measured  coffin  of  my  verse. 
Else  may  I  lie  awake  and  muse  too  oft 
Upon  the  bitters  of  a  finished  thing: 
Let  me  now  bury  this  last  month's  distress 
And  fill  the  cup  with  future  joy  fulness 
And  gladness  that  forgets  dead  miseries. 

I  was  so  tired  and  my  heart  was  raw 
With  piteous  hunger  and  love  long  denied, 
Life  seemed  a  farce  and  love  a  hungry  void, 
And  your  face  dimly  fading  in  time's  mist. 
Many  a  night  I  lay  and  watched  the  stars 
Burn  out  of  heaven  and  the  radiant  dawn 
Cast  its  bright  shadow  on  another  day; 
And  I  forgot  you  in  one  saviour  hope, 
That  all  my  suffering  love  might  find  a  home 
Within  another's  soothing  loveliness. 

And  lo  she  came  and  merry  fellowship 
There  was  between  us  under  the  blue  sky. 
The  earth  was  ripe  with  harvest  and  the  sea 
Kind  in  its  azure  warmth  and  we  in  love. 
I  well  remember,  how  one  autumn  night 
We  paced  together  through  the  ancient  town 
And  talked  of  many  tremulous  lofty  things 
And  felt  each  other  echo  in  our  thoughts. 
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Friendship  was  not  enough,  its  tenderness 

Too  pregnant  with  restraint.  Thus  night  on  night 

I  let  my  mind  revolve  its  strong  desire. 

And  night  on  night  strong  inwit  steeled  my  soul 

And  stilled  the  growing  passion,  till  the  pain 

Gnawed  at  my  heart's  cruel,  cruel  emptiness, 

That  like  a  prisoner  cried  out  for  release, 

Release  from  all  the  anguish  of  the  soul, 

Release  within  one  tingling  minute's  touch, 

Release  within  her  breasts'  oblivion, 

And  knew  the  prison  bars  and  doors  said  »no«. 

Curbed,  curbed  my  body's  tremulous  desperateness, 
I  stood  and  faced  the  Moon's  prosaic  gaze, 
Prosaic  and  eternal,  for  its  age 
Ridiculed  the  minutes  of  my  love; 
Now  must  true  love  forsake  lust's  selfishness, 
And  kill  all  lingering  in  one  fatal  wrench, 
Wrench  with  the  night's  swift  rout  before  the  day, 
To  brood  its  sorrows  o'er  dim  distant  lands. 

Footsore  and  burnt  by  the  long  journey's  heat,- 
We  strode  light  hearted  over  the  arid  hills, 
Across  the  dry  uncomforting  Cevennes, 
Pilgrims  uncomforted  and  seeking  love 
In  every  thing's  detached  delightfulness. 
Sundown  and  evening  came  with  blest  relief, 
But  we  marched  eastward,  eastward,  to  the  night; 
Star  after  hispid  star  its  nocturne  hymn 
Began  and  the  September  moon  rose  round 
Before  us  up  the  valley  of  the  Tarn. 
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Frogs  shook  the  bracken  with  their  choruses 
And  in  the  distance,  yelping  plaints  of  dogs 
Made  the  night  mournful  and  chimerical. 
Down  an  old  track  we  stumbled  «clitter#clat» 
With  rucksacks  slapping  heavy  on  our  backs : 
«  Where's  the  path  now»  I  muttered  and  we  slid 
Into  a  vineyard,  where  the  purple  fruit 
Hung  heavy  under  moonlit  foliage, 
Terrace  on  terrace  down  the  mountain  side, 
Down  to  the  valley  where  the  ribbon  road 
Stretched  ghostly  white  beside  the  river's  brim; 

Striking  the  glinting  surface  of  the  road 

We  stole  night  pirates  through  the  sleeping  vill  ; 

A  clock  chimed  midnight  and  the  silver  Tarn 

Shivered  its  waters  out  into  the  mist. 

«Here  let  us  sleep»,  I  said  and  jumping  down 

Entered  a  meadow,  moonlit  spangled  white 

With  autumn  crocuses  like  the  Paradise 

Of  Dante's  far  and  famed  Elysium. 

Little  we  slept,  for  soon  the  morning  cold 
Drove  us  foot*weary  from  the  valley  gorge, 
Fainting  we  struggled  on  and  then  fell  down, 
I  in  a  friendly  ditch's  secluded  warmth. 
I  do  remember  now  how  once  I  woke 
And  saw  an  otter  scud  across  the  road, 
And  yet  again  to  see  the  heavens  pale 
Before  the  coming  dawn,  and  stars  slip  west, 
And  cock  arouse  us,  while  we  shook  ourselves, 
Spake  not  a  word,  but  set  out  o'er  the  moor 


67 


That  ran  for  endless  miles  of  barren  waste. 
Heavy  we  were  as  unfed  wakers  are, 
And  watched  unmoved  the  sun  rise  o'er  the  hills, 
And  felt  small  pain,  as  with  the  rhythmic  beat, 
Our  feet  obeyed  our  own  subconscious  wills. 
Nor  did  we  sing  for  cold,  but  in  my  heart 
I  thought  of  her  and  one  old  song's  refrain: 
«O  Love  is  fair  and  Love  is  fine 
And  Love's  a  jewel  when  'tis  new, 
But  when  it  ages,  it  groweth  cold 
And  fades  away  like  morning  dew!» 

BEDALES.  October  1920. 
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X.  LOVE'S  SOLACE 

1. 

My  loveliest  one  as  now  the  liquid  light 

Streams  to  a  beauty  through  the  woodlands  dim, 
Bringing  to  softness  every  jagged  height, 

Edging  with  pity  even  the  brittle  trim 
Severity  of  the  moon,  superbly  dight 

In  undate  clouds  that  with  pure  rhythms  swim 
In  endless  squadrons  out  across  the  night: 

My  loveliest  one,  turn,  turn  and  in  the  west 

Proudly  it  gleams  my  solitary  star  of  love, 

So  beckoning  and  so  clean,  so  undistrest, 
So  strong  in  faith  in  beauty  far  above 

The  heaven's  hidden  children,  where  is  prest 

Earthwards  its  silvery  breath,  O  there  doth  move 

A  magic  like  the  heaving  of  your  breast. 

2. 

My  loveliest  one,  I  hear  the  night  wind's  dirge 

Trembling,  sighing,  soughing  through  the  ferns, 

Vibrating,  moaning  till  the  larches  urge 

Its  tremulous  anguish,  and  my  being  burns, 

Burns,  burns,  and  in  its  burning  there  is  purge 
Of  every  malice,  every  drab  diurn 

Belittlement  of  self  in  quivering  scourge! 
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My  loveliest  one,  whose  imminent  caress 

My  plangent  spirit  sounds  and  straight  does  melt 
My  being  to  a  piteous  tenderness, 

That  every  lovely  thought  I  e'er  have  felt, 
Sums  not  its  sweetness,  'spite  its  cruel  duress. 

My  loveliest  one,  words  never,  never  spelt 
The  ecstasy  of  this  love's  blessedness. 


3. 

My  loveliest  one  can  never,  never  meet 

Our  bodies  'neath  the  heavens  'neath  the  stars, 

In  bodiless  wonderment?  Can  arms  and  feet 
O  never  rapture  clasp?  What  bitter  bars 

Confine  your  breasts,  your  deathless  eyes,  the  sweet, 
Sweet  music  of  your  limbs,  your  glorious  hair, 

In  exile  from  me,  from  love's  bitter*sweet, 

My  loveliest  one  from  this  our  strong  desire? 

O  let  oblivion  come,  extinction  come, 
Come  hail,  storm  come,  pain  come,  come  scourging  fire, 

Blind  my  fleet  passion,  make  my  spirit  dumb, 
Scatter  the  rallying  thoughts  that  love  conspire, 

And  drag  my  body  in  delirium  numb 
To  searing  penance  on  love's  funeral  pyrel 
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4. 

My  loveliest  one,  the  pitying  heart  of  heaven 

Hath  loosed  its  cloudy  tresses,  million  stars 

Glisten  for  comfort  to  us,  anguish^shriven, 

And  with  sweet  grace,  they  soothe  the  scorched  scars 

Of  many  hearts  that  were  our  misery  given, 

Gladdening  the  pathos  of  the  ancient  wars 

Gainst  fate  and  those  to  anger  'gainst  it  driven. 

My  loveliest  one,  be  strong,  forget  we  this ; 

That  with  the  wastage  of  these  earthly  years, 

Our  bodies  that  shrunk  shattered  at  a  kiss, 

Will  cleave  the  dust  once  more,  though  yet  our  tears 

Make  moan  the  minutes  —  this  is  still  our  bliss, 

Our  wonderment,  our  hope,  our  glorious  might, 
Our  inmost  spirits,  our  most  deathless  light, 
May  ever  love.  My  loveliest  one,  good#night! 

LONDON  EXPRESS.  January  1921. 
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